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LUMBERJACKED 


Mounting bills and rising tuition costs force me to leave 
college mid-semester. | need money and | need it fast. 


In my little rinky-dink, not even one traffic light, 
neighborhood there’s only one game in town. Big Timber 
Treecutters. 


And its owner, Jack Wood, is my only hope. He's my dad's 
best friend and he knows how to swing his axe..but he 
doesn’t hire women, especially not me. 


He’s as rugged and raw as the land he works, and rumor has 
it he’s got the biggest tool in the forest. And while he’s 
thinking of ways to get rid of me, all | can think of are ways | 
want him to split me like wet pine. 


But now he’s got 99 problems and a birch ain’t one, and he 
needs my help. He says women have tried before but they 
can’t cut it. But I’m a busy little beaver and won’t take no for 
an answer. 


And when | tell him about my secret bush that I’m 
saving for a very special woodsman , | know this is one 
fir he’s going to mark with his branding ax to show the world 
just who it belongs to. 


And once he does, he says he’s going to do whatever it takes 
to prove to me that once you get with this lumberjack, 
you never go back. 


*Lumberjacked is an insta-everything standalone romance 
with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


CHAPTER 1 


Diane 
| knock three times on the front door. 
No answer 


“Mister Wood?” | call out. A few seconds pass. “Mister 
Wood?” 


It’s been years since I’ve been out to his house, but | do 
remember my dad saying he spends most of his time out 
back. 


| walk around the side of the house, sticking to the trail. | 
see an intricate wooden picnic table and some chairs. This 
man is truly a genius with his hands, and he’s also nowhere 
to be found. 


| turn my head to the left, catching the sound of someone 
whistling. | listen closer Is that Monty Python’s “The 
Lumberjack Song?” | realize it is and laugh out loud. 


| follow the trail around a pile of firewood and down the hill. 
The vegetation is dense, and | can’t really make out much in 
front of me, but | can hear the whistling more clearly. 


| follow the bend at the corner and freeze in my tracks. | 
take a step back and exhale hard as my hand comes up to 
my chest. 


Oh my god. Did he see me? | notice he’s still whistling 
away, and the devil on my shoulder yells in my ear loud and 
clear, telling me to poke my head around the brush again. 


| know I shouldn’t, but... 


| carefully lean my head around the vegetation and my 
mouth hits the ground I’m standing on. 


Jack Wood, my dad’s best friend, is standing butt naked in 
the stream, and it appears he’s...taking a bath? 


If it were any other man my natural reaction would be to 
laugh, but not with him. My gut is telling me something else 
entirely, and it’s speaking directly to my lady bits. 


He reaches down and scoops up handfuls of the cold spring 
water, running them along his arms. | have a perfect profile 
shot, and | load the imaginary film into my mental camera 
hoping to stamp this picture in my mind permanently. 


His thighs are big and powerful. His hamstrings are tight 
and strong, with his delicious derriere sitting right on top of 
them like two perfectly mounted statues of masculinity 


His obliques. Oh my word, even his sides have muscles! 


His shoulders look like baby pumpkins, minus the orange 
color, perfectly round with each muscle clearly defined and 
separated from the next. 


And his arms. If | had to choose between his bulging biceps 
and his tremendous trapezoids I'd have to Say... both! 


This man’s body asks for no compromise, giving me exactly 
what I’d want in the perfect man. 


And those forearms. This guy could arm wrestle Popeye, 
stealing his spinach and his girl before he even knew what 
hit him. 


My eyes scan up, catching the thickness of his neck... its 
thickness like one of the stumps after he cuts down a tree. 


He dunks the soap in the stream before lathering it up in 
both hands. As he starts to straighten back up the 


momentum causes the soap to slide from his grip. He turns 
sideways, lunging forward and grabbing it just before the 
stream claims it for its own. 


And I see exactly what I’ve been dreaming of claiming for 
my own for the last three years. 


| pull my head back behind the vegetation. 
“Slippery little bugger, aren’t you,” he says. 
| don’t know if he’s talking about me or the soap. 


| reach my hands into the vegetation and slowly move it out 
of my way...and then | move it some more...and some more, 
until the hole is finally big enough to see the entirety of his 
member. 


He lathers up his hands again and quickly cleans the shaft of 
his dick up and down. He looks over each shoulder and | 
know what’s coming next. 


If a tree falls in the forest does it make a sound? 
It does if I’m around and that tree is a giant redwood! 


And redwood is right because he’s stroking that sequoia 
with a fury. 


| can’t let this moment pass me by. 


| follow his lead, taking a quick look over each shoulder 
before my hand somehow slides into my jeans, underneath 
my cotton panties, and right to my folds. | stick my head 
back around the bush and get a full on view of the action, 
while I’m giving my pussy a spit shine good enough to win 
the Medal of Honor. 


He’s beating that thing like it stole something, and I’m doing 
a pairs figure skating, speed skating combo on my clit with 


my first two fingers. 


That damn thing called logic kicks in and | know this has 
gone too far Just as I’m about to pull back behind the 
bushes and stop, he starts moaning. Deep, gravelly, bass 
that would make Barry White sound like a member of the 
Vienna Boys’ Choir And now instead of pulling back, I’m 
leaning even farther forward. 


Fuck it! I’m all in. 


| slide my other hand up my shirt and start twisting my 
nipple. A few tweaks later and my hand mysteriously slides 
up through the neck of my shirt and two fingers go straight 
into my mouth. Screw my last boyfriend who said | 
inconsistent! 


They say noise travels faster across the water, and it’s 
proven right when he shouts, “Uhhh,” as | watch him erupt 
into the air, his cum landing on top of the stream. 


Guess the salmon in these parts aren’t going hungry this 
year... what a load! 


I’m at my limit and | shove my two fingers inside, as my 
pussy and my mouth open wide. My head shakes and 
shutters forward like a baby bird reaching for food from its 
mother as | feel a typhoon unleash on my hand. 


a Ruff! ” 


Five feet in front of me stands a huge German Shepherd 
barking right at me. 


I’m scared shitless and look up just in time to make eye 
contact with Jack, whose eyes are now practically popping 
out of his head at the sight of me. 


| try to scramble backwards, but my feet get caught up and | 
wind up falling flat on my face. 


CHAPTER 2 


Jack 
| reach for my towel, and remember | didn’t bring one. 


| reach for my junk, and realize two hands aren’t enough to 
do the job. 


| turn around and start walking backwards out of the stream, 
trying not to trip. 


| get to the bank, and my worst nightmare is confirmed as 
quickly as my biggest fantasy The very woman I was 
stroking to is standing, or should I say lying, in front of me... 
and she’s my best friend’s daughter. 


“Are you Okay?” 
“Yeah, | just tripped while I was, uh...um... here on business.” 
“Business? You sure this visit wasn’t more... personal?” 


“Well, you know...business, pleasure...it all goes together 
these days. No likability, no deal.” 


My head pulled back and | gave her a stink face like she was 
trying to sell me a bridge in the middle of the Mojave. 


“Is that what they’re teaching you at Berkeley these days?” 
“Actually, that’s what I’m here to talk about.” 


“You want to talk about college?” | said over my shoulder, 
still facing away. 


“Not exactly,” she said, standing and dusting herself off. 


“Why did you come here?” 


“Well, | was looking through the paper this morning and | 
saw a help wanted ad in the classifieds. | didn’t think much 
about it until | saw the Big Timber Treecutters logo.” 


“| don’t see the relevance here,” | said, noticing her 
attempts to keep her eyes even with mine, and not on my 
ass, were failing. 


“You're looking to hire someone, and I’m looking for work.” 
“You're looking for work?” 
“Yeah. Coincidence, huh?” 


“Well, I’m looking for some clothes, and as you may have 
noticed | haven’t exactly been too successful in that 
endeavor.” 


n" 


“Oh, sorry, 
the house?” 


she said. “Want me to get you something from 


Part of me still wondered what in the hell she was up to. A 
second part knew there was no way in hell | was going to 
have her out in the middle of the forest with a chainsaw 
bigger than she was. And a third part of me was still 
thinking about that fantasy | was just having about her and 
how close | was to experiencing the real thing right now 
judging by her nervousness, wandering eyes, and proximity. 


“No, we Can walk up together.” 

“Oh,” she said. 

“But why don’t you stay a few steps in front of me.” 
“Right.” 

“And probably best not to turn around.” 


“Of course,” she said, still staring at me. 


“Anytime you’re ready,” | said. 

“Sorry, I’m still a little out of it... from the tumble | took.” 
“We can get you bandaged up, up at the house.” 
“Thanks.” 


“So you're looking for a job?” | began, as she walked in front 
of me. 


“Yeah.” 

“Aren’t you still in college?” 

She said something | couldn’t hear. 

“What?” 

“Yeah, | just need to take care of some things.” 


What was she talking about. Then I got it “No, | meant 
‘what’ like | can’t hear you. Not like | can’t believe what you 
were saying.” 


“Oh,” she said. “I can...turn around if you like. Maybe half 
way.” 


“Or you can speak louder.” 
“| guess | could do that too.” 
“Probably best that way.” 


She began speaking, but | was having a hell of a time 
concentrating. Strangely enough it wasn’t because | was 
walking butt naked through the forest with my best friend’s 
daughter and my dog. That part was actually the most 
normal thing to me. 


| was completely at home in the forest, and although | wasn’t 
a hippie of any sort, | was a naturist-cusp. Not quite a 


naturist, or nudist as they used to be known, but not too far 
off. Of course in this circumstance, it wasn’t the best to let 
her see for herself whether | was circumcised or not. 


| had a perfect view of her juicy ass as we walked up the 
hill. The way those jeans hugged her curves and how the 
incline put her apple bottom right in my face...so close | was 
ready to bite that forbidden fruit like Adam. 


As we continued to walk, the only things that were on my 
mind were watching her, and trying to flash back to how hot 
she looked when | caught her with her hand down her 
pants. What she was doing with that other hand | had no 
idea, but the good news is whatever it was had the freak 
bells going off in my mind...in the good kind of way. 


A few minutes later and we were in my backyard. | asked 
her to wait while | got dressed. Another couple minutes later 
| invited her in. 


“Coffee,” | said. 
“That will be great.” 


| put the water on boil and joined her in the living room of 
my cabin. 


“| really like your place,” she said. “It’s been so long since | 
was here.” 


“Thanks. | spruced it up a bit, but now I’m wishing | would 
have put that money into the business.” 


“That’s what I’m here for. | think | can help.” 


“With my business? You know | don’t hire women. I’d never 
put a woman out there in harm’s way. It’s against 
everything | stand for.” | left out the part that | wouldn’t 
want the other guys looking at her like a fresh piece of meat. 


“But you know I can handle it.” 


“Diane, | know the world’s all politically correct these days 
and I’m all for that and girl power and everything that goes 
with it, but some things are better left to a man.” 


“But Mister Wood, you know | can handle a chain saw.” 


Sexier words were never spoken, and especially not by 
sexier lips. The awkwardness of our initial meeting had 
faded, and now here we were...face to face in my living 
room. | did the mental math and realized it had been three 
years now since l’d seen her. Not since her high school 
graduation before she took off to take on the world at 
Berkeley. | thought of that day every day since. 


But high school graduation was a long time ago. Back then 
she wore braces, and dressed in oversized sweaters and 
loose jeans. What a difference a few years make. 


“One second,” | said as | heard the water boiling. “Creamer 
and sugar?” 


“Two of each. Thanks.” 


| came back in and sat her cup down on the table, which | 
had built a few years earlier 


“It’s still hot. Might want to let it sit for a minute.” 


“Thanks, but l'Il give it a shot. | like to hold it in my hands... 
to feel the warmth.” 


I’ve got something warm you can put in-between your 
hands. 


As she leaned forward to pick up her cup | had a clear shot 
down her low cut top. 


The shirt she had on today was tighter than anything I'd 
ever seen her in before, not to mention lower cut. Her dad 
would never let her leave the house dressed like that. 


As much as | tried, | couldn’t help myself. As she focused on 
the cup, | looked down her top and saw her unbelievably 
perfect tits trying their best not to spill out. Since when was 
she so stacked? | had no idea, but | damn sure glad she was. 


“I can handle a chainsaw. Really.” 

“No way,” | said. “Not going to happen.” 

“You're not going to make me beg are you?” 

Was | losing my mind or was she trying to drive me insane? 


“Come on. What would your dad say if he knew you were 
deep in the forest, surrounded by a bunch of horny 
lumberjacks, chopping down trees? Especially when you 
should be at college.” 


“As much as | love and respect my dad, I’m an adult now and 
| can make my own decisions.” 


She was clearly right about being an adult. She had always 
been a cute kid, but she had really come into her own as a 
young woman now. She was more of a tomboy growing up, 
maybe one of the reasons | didn’t find it too odd when her 
old man took her hunting, fishing, and yes...even cutting 
down trees with a chainsaw She wasn’t a prepper, but | 
would say she was a Survivalist. She was a survivalist in the 
true sense of the word, before the word became associated 
with the consumerism and way of life it is today. 


“But he’s still your dad, and he’s still my fishing partner, 
hunting partner, and a man who is the salt of the earth. A 
guy | respect, and who | know wouldn’t be happy that you’re 
here today.” 


But damn if | wasn’t happy that she was. 


She set her coffee cup down on the table and leaned back in 
her chair. 


“I’m not quite sure how to say this, and | was really hoping | 
wouldn’t bring it up, but | feel like | have to. There’s 
something | know. Something | need to tell you.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Diane 


| could already feel my chest tightening up. It was going to 
feel bad to put this out there right now, but it was going to 
feel even worse a few months down the road if | didn’t. 
Worse for both of us. 


“This morning... when | saw your ad in the paper,” | began. 
“Yes,” he said. 
“| also saw the piece about Big Timber.” 


He leaned back in his chair | knew he was disappointed, 
and as a man who prides himself on hard work he may have 
even been a little embarrassed, although there was 
absolutely nothing for him to be embarrassed about. 


He turned his head sideways. At first | thought he was 
zoning out, but then | realized it was something much more 
significant. He was staring at the one and only thing he had 
on his walls, a painting of his great-great-grandparents 
standing next to a giant redwood. The smiles on their faces 
and the proof of ownership of one of the first automobiles 
right in the foreground of the picture showed much happier 
times. It was their parents who started Big Timber 
Treecutters, passing it down through the family until it 
reached where it was today. Jack was the sixth generation 
owner of a family business that was iconic in my little town, 
if you could even call it a town. Over a hundred years ago it 
was the only reason to live here. His family employed the 
entire region. Sure, the area wasn’t packed then, but the 
people that were here depended on the Wood family for the 
food on their tables and the shirts on their backs. 


“Yeah...things are different these days,” he said, returning 
his gaze to mine. 


My lips pursed, and | couldn’t take the heartache | could see 
in his eyes. 


| got out of my seat and went and sat next to him, placing 
my hand on his knee. 


“Please, Jack. | can help you. Really, | can. If you'll just let 
me.” 


“Not happening,” he said, seeming to snap out of it “The 
business will die before | put a woman in harm’s way.” 


Time to break out the big guns, and | didn’t mean my girls 
which | caught him staring at earlier, even though he 
thought he did so without me noticing. Busted! 


“What if | could help you without putting myself in harm’s 
way?” 


He laughed under his breath. “You ever heard of the three 
D's?” 

“Date her, do her, dump her,” | said. 

“What?” 

“It’s a saying the guys use at Berkeley.” 

“What in the hell is wrong with those guys?” 


| could think of a lot of things, not the least of which was 
none of them was him. None of those boys | had met at 
college could hold a candle to the man who sat next to me 
now. The man who had once carried my father three miles in 
a fireman’s carry, over his shoulders and out of the forest 
when my dad had broken his leg during a hunting accident. 
The same man who had anonymously donated to our local 


school for years, ensuring the kids had the nicest desks and 
tables to work from and the most recent editions of every 
book imaginable to read, enjoy, and learn from. And as 
much as those actions proved he was a man in the truest 
senses of courage, loyalty, commitment, and empowering of 
others, what | had seen with my own two eyes less than 
twenty minutes ago down by the river had affirmed the last 
piece of the man puzzle. The physical. | knew he had the 
muscles, and the heart, but | had no idea he was packing in 
his pants. 


Rumors had swirled for years that redwoods weren’t the only 
big wood that made up his life, but | was either too young to 
process it or too immature to care. Not any more. The 
rumors had been right and then some. 


“Where do you want me to start?” | said. “But | think that’s 
the problem right there.” 


“What’s that?” 


“They're just guys. Boys, if you will. Sure their bodies may 
be getting bigger,” | said, my eyes subconsciously shifting 
towards his groin before catching myself and looking back 
up, “but they’re still just boys. They’re not men in any sense 
of the word... not compared to you anyways.” 


| thought log cabins were notorious for poor insulation, but | 
could have sworn | felt the temperature suddenly 
skyrocketing. 


| looked up and saw the stare of a man possessed. A man 
who | wanted nothing more than to throw everything out the 
window right now, and just go with the visceral reaction that 
| could see he was on the cusp of. 


| could see his pupils dilating, and | knew mine were too. He 
blinked in rapid succession, holding his eyes shut on the last 


one before shaking his head side to side quickly a few times. 
“Dirty, dangerous, and demeaning,” he said. 


Exactly the three things | want to experience right now... 
maybe light on the third. 


“But you know | can handle it. You know my dad. You know 
I’ve operated a saw a million times before.” 


“That was before.” 


“And this is now. They’re going to shut you down if you 
don’t come up with the money to pay your back taxes. 
Reading that article made me cry.” 


“A man will apply soon enough.” 


“Mister Wood, you’ve been running that ad for weeks. The 
only guys in flannel shirts anymore are the ones in college, 
buying those shirts to look cool. You have more strength in 
your little finger than those boys have in their entire 
bodies.” 


It was time to go for the big push. 


“And you have the strength to adapt, just like your family 
has for two centuries. And part of adapting is realizing that 
women can do the same work as a man. We want to do the 
Same work. And most importantly | want Big Timber to be 
around for another two centuries.” 


He steepled his hands and leaned in, placing his thumbs in- 
between his eyes. | knew he didn’t want to do it, didn’t want 
to say yes, but he had no choice...not if he wanted to keep 
his business, and his home. 


| scooted in closer and put my hand on his upper back just 
below his neck. | began lightly rubbing his back, before 
increasing the pressure more and more. | got up and slid in 


behind him. | placed my thumbs at the base of his neck and 
moved them in circles, while my fingers worked his 
shoulders. | was trying to relieve the tension in his body, 
but all | was doing was increasing the tension in mine. 


| knew his muscles were big and firm, but to actually feel 
them was an entirely different story I doubt this man had 
ever set foot inside a gym, yet he was thick as steel, through 
and through. 


| leaned in closer in order to get better leverage to hit those 
deep knots that had built up from years of hard labor As my 
body moved in I felt my chest press against his back, my tits 
pressed back. 


He felt it too because he turned around and scooped me up 
like a sack of potatoes, holding me in mid-air He adjusted 
his grip in order to hold me in one hand. | had never felt so 
light and so feminine in my entire life. 


His thumb and index finger came up, grabbing my jaw 
firmly, but gently I felt two fingers pressing against the 
bottom of my lips, and my mouth parted like the Red Sea as 
his fingers slid inside. 


| sucked them once and | knew | was hooked. 


CHAPTER 4 


Jack 


Half an hour ago | was fantasizing about this girl and now 
I’ve got her in my cabin about to do all the dirty things I’ve 
been thinking about since she left for college. Not only that, 
she’s here to try and help me out. Damn, what an incredible 
young woman...a keeper in the truest sense of the word. 


But thoughts of the future can wait. All | can think of is the 
now, and right now I’m going to show her exactly what I’ve 
been thinking about for the last three years. 


| carried her towards the fireplace and laid her down gently 
on the bear skin rug. 


| ran my hand through her hair, pushing it back and behind 
her ear giving me a good clear look at her face. Damn, this 
girl was so beautiful. She looked almost pale in this light, 
which was amazing considering how easy it is to get sun 
damaged skin in California. | knew she spent a lot of time 
outdoors, just like her old man, but she found a way to keep 
her skin looking perfect. 


| ran my hand along the outside of her thigh, as | leaned in. 
As my face got closer, | could feel my cock struggling to 
break free from my pants. | could feel the heat of her breath 
as her chest heaved beneath me. 


“There’s no going back after this,” | said. 
“| don’t want to go back. | want you.” 


“You have to know I’m a possessive man. | protect what’s 
mine, and if we do this that’s exactly what you'll be... mine.” 


“It’s what | want.” 


“Good,” | said, as | removed the distance between us and 
felt her lips for the first time. They were as soft and juicy as 
they looked, and as much as | wanted to tear off her clothes 
right now, there was something in the softness of her kiss, 
the passion behind it, that told me she was in for the long 
haul and that turned me on more than anything. 


| leaned in deeper, my hand tracing the side of her body, 
while my tongue parted her lips and traced the insides of 
her mouth. 


She tasted good, fresh like the mountain air And the best 
part was her body wasn’t a twig, which was perfect because 
she wouldn’t get snapped when | got too turned on to 
control myself... which was now. 


My hand ran along the side of her head and behind her 
scalp, pressing her face closer to mine. My other hand 
grazed her midsection, continuing up and finding her 
breast. | squeezed it hard, and felt the pain in my pants. 


| brought my left hand down and undid my belt as | 
continued to mouth fuck her. | had my pants off and thrown 
to the side seconds later and began working on hers. | tore 
open her buttons and slid her pants down past her ankles 
and off. | stared at her amazing, thick legs. Damn, this girl 
was a real woman. 


| leaned back, grabbing the bottom of my shirt and pulling it 
up over my head. | could see her staring at me, and when | 
reached down to touch her in-between her legs | could feel 
she was wet underneath those pink panties. 


| rubbed her pussy hard before grabbing her panties by the 
side and yanking them off. Damn, she was shaved. Even 
with the lack of light | could see her lips were shining from 
her wetness. 


| couldn’t get my underwear off quick enough, before 
unclasping her bra. Her titties bounced out, first the left and 
then the right. | grabbed them with both hands and 
squeezed. | pushed them together and leaned in sucking on 
her nipples and alternating from one to the next. 


We were naked on the floor and | had to have her. 

“You ready to feel me?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“You're going to remember this forever, you know that.” 
“| know. I’ve been waiting on this. Waiting on you.” 


“Good,” | said, grabbing my shaft in my hand and sliding 
into position. 

“I wanted my first time to be special, and this is even better 
than | imagined.” 


My body froze. | looked down at my rock hard cock, which 
was a few inches from sliding inside her dripping wet pussy. 
The sight of it almost pushing me over the edge, but | 
couldn’t. 


“Your first time?” 
“Yes. | always knew it would be with you.” 
“I thought you had a boyfriend or two at college.” 


“More like a few dates with a couple guys. It was never 
serious. | always knew it would be you, but | wanted to 
experience a little bit of the college life. All | wound up 
experiencing were the pains of dating, and now I’m ready to 
experience what pure pleasure feels like.” 


| gritted my teeth. “I can’t do this. Not here. Not now.” 


“Why? This is exactly what I want!” 


“Diane...| mean...come on. You can’t just tell me that and 
expect me to take you like a savage animal.” 


“But it’s what | want.” 
“Not your first time. It should be...special. You know.” 
“But this is special.” 


| reached down and kissed her on the forehead. “Not now 
Not this way.” | could see a sadness in her eyes. “Don’t you 
worry. We’re going to do this, but when the time is right.” 


“Promise?” 
“| promise.” 


| knew she was disappointed, but | could see the sadness 
melt away with my promise to her. 


“Remember what you said about the three D’s?” 
“You want to talk about that right now?” | said, laughing. 


“| don’t want to talk about it | want to do it.” 


CHAPTER 5 


Diane 


My hands came up off the rug and wrapped around his 
cock. He was still hard as a rock and inches from my pussy. 


If | couldn’t at least pop my cherry today, | was going to 
experience him in another way. 


| started stroking his shaft with both hands. As I reached the 
head of his cock, | traced the raised edge of his circumcised 
rod with my finger. 


| slid my body forward underneath him. He came up off his 
shins allowing me to pass easily, before he leaned forward 
and put his hands on the floor behind my head. 


| continued stroking his dick faster and faster, watching it 
turn red just inches from my face. 


| couldn’t take it anymore, as | pulled his cock towards me 
and his body leaned in those last few inches...his dick 
Sliding right in my mouth. 


| took his thickness as my head moved forward and back. | 
couldn’t manage it all, but what | could manage was 
incredible. | continued stroking his shaft like | was beating 
an open fist on a table, like a piston throttling inside an 
automobile engine. Faster and faster | pumped, feeling the 
heat of his cock, and the throb of his veins. 


| could taste the saltiness of his precum. 
“Fuck, I’m going to cum!” he yelled. 


Faster and faster | sucked, quickly licking and flipping his tip 
each time | moved my head back. 


“Fuck, I’m going to cum in your mouth!” 


His groin tightened and locked and then | felt it..a warm, 
gooey release shot against the back of my throat. 


| pulled back and aimed his dick at my chest, as he 
continued to come buckets all over my tits. 


Seconds later he collapsed next to me. | brought my hands 
up rubbing his jizz into my skin, marking me as his. | 
brought my fingers up to my nose and smelled. Even his 
semen was masculine and earthy. | may not have been able 
to enjoy my first time with the only man | wanted, but | had 
taken the first step and damn | sure did like it! 


CHAPTER 6 


Jack 
Three days later 


| still don’t know how in the hell she talked me into it. She’s 
smart. She got me when my head was still spinning from 
the mind-blowing orgasm she gave me. 


| had agreed to let her be with me in the forest in the 
morning, where she could observe me leading and working 
with my team. After lunch she’d go through our paperwork 
by herself None of us guys enjoyed sitting behind a desk 
anyways, and | knew she was studying accounting at the 
Haas School of Business at UC Berkeley, so maybe she could 
work some magic and help us save a few bucks. We needed 
every dollar we could get right now. 


And more importantly | needed her | always thought of 
myself as a happy man, and | was, but | never really realized 
how much more happy | could be with her in my life | 
mean, | had thought about it, and subconsciously 
experienced it through those thoughts, but actually 
experiencing it in the flesh was a different thing. 


But one thing | definitely didn’t need, or want to experience, 
was my guys taking one look at her this morning. Cutting 
down timber requires a lot of squatting, twisting, turning, 
and just about every other position you could put the 
human body in. And the only one who was going to be 
looking at her incredible body was me. 


| didn’t want to tell the guys outright that we were together. 
It’s not that | didn’t trust in our relationship, definitely not 
that, it’s just that | didn’t want any complaining or 
accusations of favoritism at the camp. Those thoughts are 


like a virus that can destroy morale and take the team down 
with it. 


It was only the first day, but | felt like morale was up 
already. The other five guys were pretty new to me, and 
each other, so that probably added in to the excitement for 
everyone. Just the enjoyment of meeting new people and 
forging a bond out here in nature through hard, honest work. 


But that honesty was quickly questioned before eight 
o’clock. 


“What are you doing?” | yelled, as | returned from a quick 
break watering a tree. 


The other men just raised their hands, palms up. 
“She said she had it boss.” 
“She’s not to work the machinery!” 


The chainsaw was buzzing and she was in a crouch, cutting 
that V into the tree like a true professional. It was too 
dangerous to interrupt her I had to let her finish off this 
one, and then I was going to give her a piece of my mind. 


As much as | was angry, | was equally proud. She handled it 
swiftly, a perfect cut, and that sucker fell right where it 
should have. 


| ran over to her making the choke motion, alerting her to 
shut down the saw. 


“What in the hell are you doing?” 
“| stepped in while you were gone.” 


“I was gone for one minute..to take a leak! One minute and 
you’re already breaking the rules!” 


“| told you | can do it.” 


“When was the last time you cut down a tree?” 
“Before | left for college.” 


“Before you left for college! That’s at least three years ago. 
And | know your dad was there making sure everything was 
okay. We've got six other people out here, you can’t risk our 
lives, or yours. You’re just supposed to be observing this 
week!” 


“I’m sorry,” she said. | knew she was disappointed in herself, 
and in me, but | had to chew her out, and the other guys had 
to see it. Rules are rules. It’s what keeps us safe, and alive 


“Tyler, you're up,” | said, handing the reins over to my lead 
man. 


| grabbed Diane by the arm and not so gently marched her 
back to the campsite. 


It took us a solid five minutes. When we got there | pinned 
her against a tree and grabbed her with both hands. 


“You know how much you scared me!” 
“| said I’m sorry.” 


“It’s called Iumberjacking, not lumberjilling. You could have 
gotten yourself hurt out there.” 


She lowered her head. | reached in and took her face in my 
hand, raising her gaze to meet mine. 


“What would have happened if something happened to 
you? What would | do then, huh?” 


“Hire somebody else?” 


“Hire somebody else! This isn’t about the job. This is about 
us. It’s always been about us. I’m not going to see you get 
hurt. It’s not going to happen. | told you there’s no going 


back and | mean it. You’re mine now, and I’m going to do 
whatever it takes to protect you and keep you safe. You 
understand me?” 


She nodded her head. | could see her anger was subsiding a 
little. 


| was angry, and worse now | was hornier than a ten- 
peckered owl. 


| kissed my woman hard, square on the mouth. I pulled 
away and looked at her again before diving into her neck. | 
could taste a light coat of salt from the sweat she had 
worked up cutting down that tree. Damn, watching her 
operate that saw was hotter than hell, no denying it. | liked 
the way she worked with her hands, and my only plan right 
now was to put my hands all over her. 


| ran my hand up her shirt and underneath her sports bra. 
Good choice for work, and a better choice for my wandering 
grasp. | grabbed a handful of her breast as | pressed her 
back harder against the tree. She reached down with both 
hands and unbuckled my pants, grasping like a fiend for my 
cock. 


| grabbed her by the waist with both hands, pressing my 
body into her tighter and tighter, before sliding my hand 
down her pants, palming her pussy. | brought my hand back 
up and slid it underneath her panties. She was drenched 
and my fingers slid in with ease, right where they belonged. 


She stroked me, increasing the speed and friction, as | 
curled my fingers inside her as | moved in and out. 


Her mouth shot open and her head shot forward just as her 
walls gripped my fingers and her body shook uncontrollably. 
Her orgasm sent me straight into mine as | shot a massive 
load to my side, covering the grass in my cum. 


| kissed her hard on the mouth, and she grabbed me by the 
face. 


“I have to get back to the men,” | said, breathing hard. 


“I'll take a look at the books,” she said, panting as she 
stumbled away, zigzagging back to the truck where | had 
left the company records. 


CHAPTER 7 


Diane 


“Hoo hoo,” came from my mouth as my hands circled my lips 
trying to improve my owl impersonation. | heard some 
rustling over in the bushes and slid out of my sleeping bag. 

The air was crisp and cool, but we’d all decided to forgo 
tents tonight, preferring to sleep under the stars. And what 
stars they were. 


| never really realized how severe light pollution was in the 
bigger cities. | had missed the stars at college, but now they 
were back...boy were they ever | began walking about ten 
yards, before | saw him. He fell in step right next to me, 
right where he belonged. He reached out with his hand and 
| happily placed mine in his. His hand was so much bigger 
and stronger, and | could certainly feel that, but what | also 
felt was his tenderness. He may have been a bearded beast 
with the men he worked with, but with me he was a gentle 
giant. 


A giant | quickly snuggled into a minute later when we 
reached the campfire. 


“How was your first day?” 


“Well, | learned not to pick up a chainsaw again this week,” | 
giggled. “Then again, | think you made me want to break 
the rules.” 


“That was a pretty hot one by the tree.” 


“Pretty hot? Are you kidding me? | thought we were going 
to have to call Smokey Bear to put out that forest fire.” 


He smiled. It was something | hadn’t seen much of, but was 
seeing more and more as each day passed. He looked more 


relaxed and comfortable since we’d met, and definitely more 
comfortable than he had been after | witnessed him...uh 
hmm...taking care of business down in the river But | had 
news that was going to make him even more relaxed. 


“So | took a look at the books,” | said. 

“Anything interesting in there?” 

“Well, the records are very basic, which is great.” 
“You don’t like my accounting skills?” 


“You definitely have skills, no question, but | see some ways 
| can add value right away.” 


“Add value? Is that business lingo? You’re already adding 
more value than you know.” 


| wrapped him up in a big hug. “I’m serious. | Know some 
things we can do right away that will put a lot more money 
in your pocket at the end of the year.” 


“| don’t want to break any rules. This business was built 
thanks to this country, and | want to give back to the 
country that’s been so good to my family for two centuries.” 


“No rule breaking.” 
“That’s good.” 


“Very good. Right now, Big Timber has a very, very basic 
system, which was great. It was easy to understand, 
thorough, and very transparent.” 


“I smell a but in there somewhere.” 
“You want to smell my butt? You really are a dog,” | joked. 


“You mean a savage beast,” he said. 


“All of the above, but seriously...there are a lot of write-offs 
that were designed for small businesses like yours. They’re 
there for a reason. The lawmakers know it’s tough to run a 
small business so they’ve passed a lot of legislation over the 
years to help small business owners out. The better you do, 
the more people you hire, and the more tax dollars they 
collect in the end that way. It’s better for everyone.” 


“Makes sense.” 


“It does make sense,” | said. | paused, looking up at him. 

“Jack, the next thing I’m going to tell you may not make any 
sense, but | have to tell you. | think we're missing a huge 
opportunity.” 


“I’m all ears.” 


“Try not to laugh, but are you familiar with... wooden bow 
ties?” 


“Wooden what?” 
| giggled uncontrollably. 
“You're gonna wake the boys.” 


“Sorry,” | said, trying to get myself under control. “Okay... 
wooden bow ties.” 


“What in the heck is a wooden bow tie?” 
“It’s actually just like what it sounds.” 
“A bow tie made out of wood?” 


“Yeah,” | said, trying my hardest not to bust out laughing at 
his puzzled facial expression. 


“Why would anyone want that?” 


“My thoughts exactly! But the thing is they do...a lot. And 
not only that, they pay a lot of money for them.” 


“You're joking me?” 


“If you would have asked me before | would have wished | 
was, but now it’s the complete opposite | couldn’t be 
happier that this market exists.” 


“You want to make wooden bow ties?” 


“Check it out..! ran the math. | calculated how much you’re 
making per board foot, minus all the transportation costs 
and other expenses. That’s a tough business model to 
sustain looking forward. | mean, sure, with some changes to 
your bookkeeping, totally legal of course, | can make that 
work and we can Save Big Timber” 


“That’s great!” 


“Shhh,” | said. This time it was me who had to keep the 
volume of our late night rendezvous in check. 


“Right,” he said. “But you’re sure?” 

“Totally sure.” 

“Let’s do it then,” he said, as | felt him squeeze me tight. 
“Can’t.. breathe...” | joked. 


“Sorry, it’s just, well, you know | really appreciate what 
you've discovered...and so quickly too.” 


“You're more than welcome, but Jack... wooden bow ties. I’m 
telling you.” 


He turned his head a little, staring deeper into my eyes. He 
let out a light exhale that sounded like a‘hmm.’ 


“You know what?” 


“What’s that?” | said. 


“I’m glad you didn’t give up when | told you | don’t hire 
women.” 


“And why is that?” 


“Because you’re the best thing that ever happened to this 
business. And to me.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Diane 
One week later 
“Jack! Come here. Quick!” 
“What happened? Are you okay?” 


“Oh my gosh...am / okay? My muscular mountain man, we 
are more than okay. Look.” 


He leaned in over my shoulder looking at the computer 
screen. 


“Those are our orders?” 


“Yes! The website just went up less than thirty minutes ago, 
and we already have thirty-seven orders.” 


“We're selling more than one per minute.” 
“I know, can you believe it?” 


He put his arms on my shoulder and kissed me on the 
cheek. “I can believe it, because when I’m with you 
everything is possible.” 


“Awww. You’re so sweet,” | said turning my head in time to 
get a kiss on the lips. 


He stood up straight just staring at the screen. A beeping 
sound came from the speakers. 


“Thirty-eight,” | said. 
“Wow, you really did it. You turned the business around.” 


“We're not out of the woods yet, but BigTimberBowTies.com 
might have been the right path to choose.” 


“Wow, that sentence was loaded with puns,” he said. 
| laughed. 

“But it was also loaded with lessons.” 

“How so?” 


“Just a reminder that we can never sit back, or else we might 
find ourselves in a similar position in the future.” 


“That’s business.” 


“True, and maybe | was looking back too much and not 
forward enough. But now I’m on the right path, because 
that path includes you.” 


“Thank you, Mister Wood.” 
“What’s with the formalities?” 


“If there’s any path to be on in this life, | definitely want a 
stick to guide me..but why have just a stick when | can 
have the whole wood.” 


“Wow, you are crushing it with these puns.” 
“Aren’t 1?” 


“And speaking of paths, I’ve got a new path it’s time to 
travel down.” 


“Oh?” 


He reached into his back pocket and handed me an 
envelope. | was so excited | wanted to rip open the letter, 
but | knew | had to open it carefully as this would be 
something to cherish for a lifetime. 


“Oh my gosh! Really? Tonight?” 
“Bags are packed. Truck’s packed. Ready?” 


“We're leaving now?” 

“Right now.” 

“But I’m not—” 

He raised his finger to my lips, silencing me. 


“You look amazing. If | forgot anything we'll pick it up once 
we get there.” 


“But what about all the orders?” 


“That’s why we have to go now We're going to be busy 
beavers when we get back.” 


| jumped up from my chair He held out his arm, as an old 
school gentleman would, and escorted me outside. 


“Watch after the place while we’re gone, Huck,” he said to 
his beautiful German Shepherd. 


“Will he be okay?” 


“Are you kidding me? He'll be in high heaven. Sometimes 
he disappears for two weeks and comes back fatter than 
when he left... but | left a couple self-feeding dog food bowls 
and a few huge buckets of water out just in case.” 


“So we're off? Just like that.” 
“Just like that,” he said. 


“Napa Valley, here we come!” 


CHAPTER 9 


Diane 
“This place is incredible,” | said. 
“You're incredible.” 


| reached out my arm and he took my hand in his as we sat 
in matching lounge chairs staring out at the sunset over the 
vineyard. 


“I think we should call a cab,” he said. 


“Don’t you want to enjoy the sunset first?” | was surprised 
he was in a hurry to walk away from this perfect moment. 


He pulled out his old Nokia brick mobile phone and typed 
something on the keypad. “Wow, they’re really quick up 
here. Says it will be here right away.” 


“That’s a surprise,” | said, slightly disappointed. 


“Well look at that,” he said. “It’s already here.” He reached 
over next to his chair and pulled out a bottle of cabernet 
Sauvignon and two wine glasses. 


“You little rascal!” | said, playfully slapping him on the arm. 
“You totally had me fooled.” 


“If you want to see a fool, just wait until | have a few glasses 
of this cab.” 


“A few glasses? Why stop there?” | winked. 


“Can’t get too out of control just yet. Saving that for later,” 
he smirked as he raised his eyebrows sharply. 


“Well, if | remember anything from that day down by the 
river... which | certainly do...1 might need a couple glasses of 


medication before the doctor performs his work on me.” 


“Don’t worry, baby,” he said, stopping to bring my hand to 
his lips. “I’m going to be gentle. This weekend is all about 
pleasure, and giving you a time you'll never forget.” 


| heard the popping sound of the cork, as he removed it with 
an old fashioned corkscrew. Seconds later we were clinking 
our glasses. 


“To your first time, and our first time together” 
“To my first time,” | said. 


| took a sip and took in just how relaxed | felt. Although 
tonight was to be the most special night of my life so far, | 
didn’t feel any pressure, which was surprising. As much as | 
wanted to be good and wanted to please him, he had turned 
the tables on me...in a beautiful way. He had made tonight 
and this weekend all about me. Anything | said or did would 
be the right thing, the perfect thing. | could do no wrong in 
his eyes, which is exactly why he could do no wrong in mine. 


Over the next couple of hours we sat and talked and 
laughed and at some point we even got up and shared a 
loveseat together, preferring each other to the warmth of a 
blanket. 


Everything was so perfect. He ran his fingers in my hair and 
gently held my hand. 


“Ready?” he asked. 


“Always, when it comes to you.” 


CHAPTER 10 


Diane 


He scooped me up in his arms and carried me to the 
bedroom, setting me down on a chair next to the bed. 


“That’s not the bed,” | joked. 
“Precisely,” he winked. “One second.” 


He moved into the en suite and a moment later | could hear 
the water being drawn for a_ bath. | admired his 
thoughtfulness and devotion, and his attention to every 
detail. 


A few minutes later he returned to the bedroom. 


“The tub is fit for a princess,” he said. “And fortunately | 
happen to have one sitting right here in front of me.” 


| extended my arms and wrapped him up in a hug. 

“When you’re ready just give me a shout,” he said. 

“Okay,” | whispered. “Will you be able to hear me?” 

“How about you make your famous owl sound?” He winked. 


“Hoo hoo says it’s famous?” | joked, scurrying off to the 
bathroom, but not quickly enough to avoid a sexy little slap 
to my backside. 


| hadn’t seen the en suite bathroom until now Wow! He had 
placed candles all around the edge of the tub, and filled it 
with bubbles. | began taking off my pants and then realized 
he had made a short trail of rose petals from the door to the 
tub. | looked closer and saw a few more petals spread out 
everywhere. How did | miss that? Must have been the wine, 
and the pleasant shock to all my senses when | entered the 


bathroom. The sight of it all. The scent of the candles. The 
touch of the petals as | reached down to take one in- 
between my fingertips. 


| saw some oils next to the tub, and some soaps and 
shampoos. 


This is going to be incredible. 


| slid out of my clothes and slowly lowered myself into the 
tub. The weight of the world could have been on my 
shoulders, but it would have melted away the minute my 
body was immersed. Of course there was no weight on my 
Shoulders. This was perfect. | was completely at ease, 
immersed in tranquility. 


| took a deep breath in and blew it out. Who knew paradise 
was located in a bathtub in a cottage in Napa Valley? | sure 
didn’t until now. 


| put some bubbles on my nose, and a few on the top of my 
head, and made my owl noise. 


The door opened slowly and my man came in, completely 
exposed in the candlelight. 


“Those bubbles on your head look like gift wrap,” he said. 
“Everything you see here is your present for tonight.” 
“And who said Santa Clause wasn’t real?” he said. 


He moved in to the edge of the tub and slowly slid his two 
big hands in the water, lubricating them before placing 
them on my neck and shoulders and starting to massage 
me. 


“You know if | climax tonight three times before we have sex, 
then | think I’m technically not a virgin anymore.” 


| could hear him laughing behind me. 
“Who said anything about having sex?” 


“You're not going to make me wait another day are you?” | 
said, turning around and giving him a puppy dog face. 


“For sex, yes.” 
a Why? n 


“Because tonight we are going to make love.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Diane 


Ninety minutes later and | must have had the cleanest hair 
in the world, the most relaxed shoulders and body, and was 
the absolute horniest girl to ever walk the face of the earth. 


He pulled up a small stool, and helped me out of the tub. He 
dried my hair and wrapped it in a towel before patting down 
the rest of me. Even through the towel, his touches were 
still giving me goose bumps. 


We talked another ten to fifteen minutes while my hair 
dried. Then without warning he scooped me up and carried 
me to the bed, placing me down on my back right in the 
center. 


He crawled in the bed on top of me and kissed my stomach, 
my hands in his hair as his kisses made their way up the 
middle of my body and along the side of my neck before 
reaching my mouth. 


| kissed him softly, but deeply, my hands grasping his 
triceps above each side of my head as his hands pressed 
into the bed on either side of me. He was directly on top of 
me and began sliding his body back and forth, creating 
friction and even more heat between us. 


| could feel the precum from his bulging cock as it pressed 
against my skin. 


He continued kissing me, moving one hand to the side of my 
face as he kissed my neck, nibbled my ear, and then slowly 
traced the side of my neck with his tongue, giving me a light 
bite at the crook of my neck sending shivers down my spine. 


The more he moved, the deeper the grind. The more I could 
feel his beard moving against my face. | reached a hand up 
and ran my hand threw it. It was thick and masculine and 
begged to be tugged, which | did softly bringing his lips 
back to mine. 


“Getting feisty, aren’t we?” he said in-between kisses. 
“I want you as close to me as possible.” 
“I’m going to be a whole lot closer in a minute,” he said. 


“| don’t think that’s possible,” | said as | felt the entirety of 
his body touching mine. 


“It will be when I’m inside you.” 


His words caused me to release his beard and close my eyes, 
leaning my head back on the pillow 


His kisses continued further south, his face grazing my folds, 
but not touching them. He was teasing me and it felt oh so 
good. 


| felt my leg lift into the air as he kissed the inside of my 
thigh, followed by short nibbles. 


He was eating me alive, and | was enjoying every second of 
it. 


He kissed back up to my groin, and | felt the kissing stop. | 
looked down through my legs and he was staring back up at 
me, waiting for me to see what he was going to do. 


He kissed me once right on my pussy, before rising up and 
Sliding into position. 


“It’s time to own you, and you to own me,” he said, with his 
cock in his hand and the tip pressing just against my folds. 


“Mark me forever as yours,” | said, as he slid in the tip of his 
dick into my pussy. 


| reached for anything to grab, but found nothing more than 
the sheets. | balled them up in my fists, as my arms started 
Shaking. 


“You okay?” he asked. 
“Yes. | want to feel more. Deeper,” | said. 


His hips pulled back and he eased into me even more. | 
could feel my walls opening for him, accepting everything 
he had to give me, or as much as | could take at that 
moment. He continued slowly moving in and out of me ina 
gentle rhythm that was driving me crazy. 


“I want to cum in you so bad. Stick my seed so deep inside 
you that it never comes out.” 


“Yes,” | said. “Cum in me.” 
“Can you take more of me?” 


“| can take all of you,” I said. It was my first time, and | was 
already addicted. Addicted for him. 


He slowly started increasing his speed and depth. It was a 
bit painful at first, but | took deep breaths in and out and 
just relaxed into it causing a warm sensation to rush through 
me. 


| could feel his balls bouncing against my skin as his hands 
grabbed my waist hard, pulling me into him with each 
thrust. My hips meeting his over and over and over again. 


My walls began to tense and my eyes shot open. 


“I’m cumming!” | screamed, as a typhoon erupted between 
my legs. 


“Oh, fuck!” he said, pumping hard again and again and 
again before one last shove deeper than all the others. 
“Uhhh!” he yelled. His deep, primal sound filled the room, 
as | felt his warm gift explode inside me. 


| could feel his cock shooting its load in me as his body went 
still, and then he collapsed on top of me. 


He was heavy, but the weight of him felt nice. Seconds later 
he rolled over flat on his back, his eyes staring up at the 
ceiling. | did the same. 


| felt my eyes watering, and started crying a little. 


“What happened? Is everything okay?” he said sitting up on 
his elbow and turning toward me. 


“Everything is perfect,” | said. 
“But you're crying.” 
“Tears of joy. I’m so glad we just shared that.” 


| rolled my neck to the side looking at him, watching his fear 
turn to relief. 


“Me too,” he said, as his head fell back down to the sheets 
and his gaze to the ceiling. 


“How do you feel?” 

“Like | need a cigarette.” 

“| didn’t Know you smoked.” 
“| don’t.” 


| laughed so hard | snorted, and he rolled back on top of me 
tickling me everywhere. Minutes later and we were right 
back at it again. 


CHAPTER 12 


Diane 


We stayed in bed until well past noon. He got up to make 
breakfast, naked of course, and brought it back to me. 


“| hate to tell you this, but we’re going to have to leave the 
bed at some point today.” 


| stuck out my bottom lip. “Do we have to?” 
“We do. | made plans for a little adventure for us.” 
“I like adventures,” | said. 


“Good. We’re in no rush so we can eat breakfast and just 
ease into the day. Grab a nice shower and head out.” 


Three hours later we were in his truck. 

“So, am | allowed to ask where we're going?” 

“Of course,” he said. 

| paused. “Okay,” | laughed. “Where are we going?” 
“Can't tell ya.” 

“You just said | was allowed to ask.” 


“You are...but that doesn’t mean I’m going to tell you.” He 
smiled and | gave him a playful tap on the thigh. 


“Be careful with that. You know it doesn’t take but one 
touch from you and l'Il be so fired up we'll have to pull over 
and devour each other all over again.” 


“Or go for a naked run in the vineyards.” 


“Like skinny dipping, but in a wine field?” 


“Yeah,” | laughed. “What should we call it?” 
“Merlot mounting?” he said. 


| laughed out loud. “Good one, but maybe something a little 
different.” 


“Hmmm. Maybe, Wine wiener” 

| laughed again. “Funny, but maybe too juvenile.” 
“Yeah, and only one of us has a wiener.” 

“Thank heavens,” | said. “Yours is big enough already.” 
“Well | Know one thing for sure.” 

“What’s that?” 


“You're my one and only vineyard vixen. My forest fox. My 
seaside sexy.” 


“And if we go for a swim I’m your Pacific pussy.” 
“Whoa there! Somebody’s feeling feisty this afternoon.” 


“Not just feisty Beautiful. You make me feel so special. 
Thank you.” 


“You're welcome, but no need. Everything comes so 
naturally when I’m with you.” 


“And when I’m with you,” | said leaning into him but still 
giving him plenty of room to drive carefully. 


“So where are we going?” | said, smiling. 


“We...are... going,” he said, turning the wheel hard to the left 
taking us off the paved road and onto a dirt one, and more 
importantly the force from the turn bringing my body even 
closer to his. “One mile down this way.” 


A few minutes later and | saw it, causing my jaw to drop. 
There was a big hot air balloon and a man standing next to 
it, preparing it. 


“Oh my gosh. For sunset?” 
“For oursexy sunset.” 

“Our romantic rendezvous.” 
“All of the above,” he joked. 


We made small talk with the balloon operator, Frank, for 
about thirty minutes while he got the balloon ready, and 
then we were off. 


| looked over the side watching the ground move further and 
further away from us. | never felt scared or nervous because 
Jack was there behind me, holding me tight in his big strong 
arms. 


| could see all the vineyards below and the clouds off in the 
distance. San Francisco was famous for fog, and although 
we weren’t there we were close enough in the global scheme 
of things. 


“Is it possible to go through some clouds?” | asked Frank. 


He smiled. “I spotted a cloud pattern when | arrived. It’s 
pretty consistent most evenings. We're headed there now.” 


| turned and hugged Jack. He pushed my hair back and 
leaned down to kiss me. 


The next thirty minutes | was in pure bliss. | had never done 
something so special. No one had ever made such an effort 
for me, and it made me feel beyond loved. 


“About three more minutes,” Frank said, pointing towards a 
big pattern of clouds. 


| turned and saw them. We headed right into their path. 


| looked up at Jack and noticed a certain stillness had come 
over him. He didn’t say anything. It seemed like he was 
almost lost in the moment. 


| could feel my heart racing faster and faster as we entered 
the clouds. 


“Oh my gosh,” | said. For some unbeknownst reason | tried 
to move the clouds with my hands. We all laughed. 


“What was | thinking?” 

“Don’t worry. Everyone does that,” Frank said. 

“I wish my parents could be here to see this,” | said. 
“They are in spirit,” Jack said. 


| though about it for a quick second, but didn’t pick up on 
the meaning. “What do you mean?” 


“| sooke with your dad just before we left for the weekend.” 
“You did? 

“Yeah. Got him on the satellite phone.” 

“How is he?” 


“He was good when | called...and really, really happy when 
we finished our call.” 


“Why is that?” 
“Because | gave him some great news.” 
“What?” 


“This,” Jack said, Kneeling down in the balloon. 


| felt my whole body shake and the waterworks took over. | 
was crying already. 


He opened his hand and inside was a little black box. He 
carefully opened the box and held it in front of me, like | was 
Cinderella and he held the glass slipper. 


“Diane, I’ve had my head in the clouds for three years now, 
because of you. And anyone who thinks that’s a bad thing 
has never met the one person they were truly meant to be 
with. And | know as long as you’re by my side, | don’t ever 
want to come down. Will you join me here in the heaven 
you've created for me? Will you marry me?” 


My hands came to my face, but it wasn’t enough to catch all 
the tears. 


“Yes!” | said. He gently reached for my hand and slid the 
beautiful, huge, diamond onto my finger 


“It’s so perfect,” | said. 
“You're perfect.” 


We drifted through the clouds as he held me in his arms. At 
that moment | knew it was impossible for a girl to feel more 
loved. 


EPILOGUE 


Jack 
One month later 


“Whatcha cookin', good lookin'?” she said from behind as 
she wrapped me up in a hug. 


“Campfire beans and wieners,” | said. 


“Sure doesn’t look like it,” she said sticking in her finger for 
a sample. “Wow, that is really good. How did you learn to 
cook so well?” 


“A man’s gotta eat,” | said. 


“And a big man needs to eat a lot,” she said playfully 
grabbing my crotch. 


“Hey, | was looking through the bank statements today and | 
noticed your account was almost empty Did something 
happen?” 


“Not really.” 

“Sounds like there’s more to that answer.” 
“Not really.” 

| slapped her butt with a wooden spoon. 


“Ohhh!” she said. “That was nice. Who knew cooking 
equipment could double as sex toys.” 


“We've got all kinds of exploring we can do in this house.” 
“I can hardly wait.” 


“But really Is everything okay? The bank didn’t make a 
mistake or something did it?” 


“No, | pulled it out.” 
“What happened?” 


She paused. “I wasn’t going to tell you, but | guess now’s as 
good a time as any.” 


“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want. | just wanted to 
make sure you knew and everything was okay.” 


“It’s okay,” she began. “Remember how | was so persistent 
when | came looking for a job that day?” 


“Do lever” 


“Very funny. Well, there were actually two reasons. First of 
course was because of you. You and I both knew that I might 
be able to help get the business back on track. I’ve seen my 
dad’s books from the business he’s running up in the oil 
sands of Canada these days, and | know sometimes there are 
a lot of little things | can do that can make a big difference.” 


“That’s nice of you.” 
“Thanks.” 
“The second thing?” 


“The second thing, | didn’t want to tell you. My mom lost 
her job a week before | came to you. Without her job, | 
couldn’t afford to finish my last semester. | felt terrible, and 
my mom tried to convince me to stay, but there was no way | 
could spend thousands of dollars my family didn’t have. | 
wasn’t ready to take a loan, but more importantly it was a 
wake-up call. | needed to be an adult and do things for 
myself. | shouldn’t rely on the generosity of my mom and 
dad to get me through school. | should have worked while | 
was taking classes. Even a simple job would have helped 
out our family finances a lot.” 


“Very thoughtful of you not to continue, especially when you 
were so close to finishing,” | said. Man, this woman never 
ceased to amaze me with her kindness and generosity. 


“Thanks. So | took some money out and gave it to my 
mom.” 


“Is she going to be okay?” 


“Good news came last week. She’s going to be better 
actually She got a new job that pays her a lot more. With 
the difference in pay she won’t even notice those couple 
months she wasn’t working. It’s going to turn into a mini 
vacation for her” 


“But a stressful one.” 


“Exactly. She didn’t really get to enjoy it like that, so | gave 
her some money to pay her back, the first installment of 
many more to come, for all the years she helped me out with 
college..plus a little more so she and my dad could take a 
nice weekend somewhere together” 


“Like Napa Valley?” 


“Ummm, maybe |, ummm, might have suggested that,” she 
said holding the tip of her pinky finger to her corner of her 
mouth. 


“Daughter of the Year Award Winner.” 


“Very funny,” she said. “And you know, | was meaning to 
ask you something too.” 


“Oh yeah? What’s that?” 


“| noticed that your other bank account had a big hole in it 
as well.” 


| laughed. 


“What’s so funny?” 


“What was | thinking...that | could hide something from my 
fiancé who was also doing all the accounting for our 
businesses?” 


“Hide something? Jack, come on. You don’t have to hide 
anything from me.” 


| turned the heat down on the stove. “One second,” | said. | 
went to the other room and pulled out the envelope from 
underneath my old boot box. 


“| agree,” | said, as | came back into the kitchen. “But there 
are a few times when | have to,” | said, handing her the 
envelope. 


| smiled as | watched her face. She looked intrigued as she 
opened the letter When she read it, | saw the smile cover 
her face. Her hands dropped to her sides. 


“You are amazing!” She hugged me “When did you do 
this?” 


“After that big order we got from Aberness and Eagle, | took 
some of the money and just wired it right to Berkeley.” 


“Right into my account.” 


“Right into your account. | spoke with the counselor and she 
told me exactly how much it would cost for one more 
semester.” 


“Amazing,” she said. “But this is more.” 


“Well, you Know. Have to be prepared for anything, plus my 
baby’s gotta have some extra to enjoy the good life from 
time to time. Can’t study every minute of the day.” 


“But still... this is too much.” 


“Nothing is too much, or too good, for my girl.” 


She went to put the paper showing her student account 
balance back inside the envelope, and then she saw it. 


“Wait, there’s something else in here?” 

“How did that get in there?” | said jokingly. 
She pulled it out. “It’s a check. | don’t get it.” 
“I'm setting aside money starting today.” 
“That’s great, but money for what?” 


“You may be the first one in our family to graduate college, 
but you’re not going to be the only one.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“What | mean is,” | said, hugging her tight, “we’re going to 
fill this house with babies and by the time they finish high 
school there’s going to be all the money they need ready 
and waiting so they can pursue their education anywhere in 
the world they wish.” 


“Ohhh, Jack! This is a big start for a child.” 

“Child is singular, you Know we won't stop there.” 

“But we don’t even have one yet.” 

| turned back around and turned the stove all the way off. 
“Well we better get started then shouldn’t we?” 


“Ohhh,” she said as | scooped her off her feet and carried 
her to the bedroom. 


| hit the play button on the CD player and my last surprise 
came to life through my new favorite song, a John 
Mellencamp classic. 


‘Little ditty about Jack and Diane..Two American kids 
growin’ up in the heartland.’ 


“Two American kids, huh?” she said. 
“Yeah, I’m also hoping for twins right out of the gate.” 


“That’s not what | meant,” she said in between laughs as | 
held her down and tickled her. 


“But it’s what you want, isn’t it?” 
“Of course it is. | want you, and | want us.” 


“And not just us ,” | said holding my hands close together, 
“but us ,” | said opening them wider to signify how ‘us’ will 
expand as we welcome new additions to our family. 


“To our love,” she said. “May it be even bigger than the 
forest.” 


“And may we get lost in that forest of love often. And like 
each acorn we will plant every time we welcome a new child, 
our own little forest will only continue to grow.” 


“And this is one tree, our family tree, which will never get 
chopped down. It will only grow bigger and bigger and 
branch out even further and further, forever.” 


“Forever.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Jack 
Seventeen years later 


“Are you going to open it, sweetheart?” | said, looking across 
the table at our oldest daughter Ivy. 


She held the envelope in both hands just staring at it. 


Our whole family had been waiting for this moment. Diane 
reached out her hand and took the hand of our second 
oldest daughter, Meadow, in hers. Seconds later our entire 
family held hands around the table. Diane, Meadow, Flint, 
Iris, Pike, and me. Our entire family except one. Ivy. 


She had worked hard for this moment. Since she first 
entered elementary school she always knew where she 
wanted to attend college. She was our first, and while she 
was growing up she had been inseparable from her mother. 


When Diane crunched numbers at her desk, Ivy sat on her 
lap. When Diane took the truck to pay bills and meet with 
vendors, it was Ivy who was always there, riding shotgun. 


The contents of the letter she now held would determine if 
those days spent right next to her mother would continue, or 
would come to a screeching halt. 


She was a winner either way. If she didn’t get in, she would 
take over the family business. She was more than capable, 
even at such a tender age. She had been involved for years 
and knew all the ins and outs. Because she had always 
accompanied her mother, all our business associates already 
knew her Heck, most of them watched her grow up right 
before their very eyes. 


Sure, there would be a transitionary period, but it wouldn’t 
be long. Once she turned eighteen she would be legal to 
sign into contracts and represent the family business one 
hundred percent. We were so proud of her, and part of us 
hoped she would stay. 


But the other part of us knew her heart was ready to go. 
And what a choice it was. 


She had only applied to one university, or should | say 
college. Harvard. She was ready to experience something 
new, to move out and go about as far from Northern 
California as she could. We never even attempted to 
persuade her to stay close and go to Stanford. She was a 
determined little girl from the start, and she had kept that 
determination throughout the course of her entire seventeen 
years. 


And secretly her mother and | always wondered that if she 
did leave, if she would come back after she finished to run 
the family business anyways. She would be able to take the 
knowledge she gained and really take our company, and our 
family, to a global height we could have never imagined. 


But more importantly if such an incredible thing did happen, 
it would allow us to contribute even more money to our 
environmental causes, which meant more to us than 
anything except our family. 


The forest had given us so much and we were determined to 
give back, but right now the only question was what that 
envelope would give lvy. 


She reached for the knife lying next to her on the table. She 
was an outdoorswoman...no need for a letter opener. 


She carefully slit the envelope open horizontally across the 
top and removed the letter A smile crept across my face as | 


watched her hold the single piece of paper in her trembling 
hands. It was still folded in thirds. 


“Before | open this,” she began, taking a moment to look 
around the table making eye contact with each and every 
one of us, “I just want to say thank you. Thank you for 
supporting me not just today, but throughout the entire 
course of my life. | wouldn’t have even been in a position to 
apply if it wouldn’t have been for all of you, so no matter 
what happens when | unfold this piece of paper, | will always 
love you.” 


| looked to my right and could see Diane’s jaw starting to 
move uncontrollably and | knew tears were soon to follow. 


Ivy unfolded the letter and began to read. 


“Dear Miss Wood,” she began as | felt my stomach tighten. 
“Congratulations on your admission to Harvard!” 


As quickly as the letter fell from her hands, my wife’s face 
erupted in tears, and our other children yelled screams of 
joy and support for their older sister. 


As everyone rushed to hug her, | calmly slid away to my 
study. When | arrived, | sat down at my desk and opened 
the side drawer, carefully pulling out the picture that | had 
kept on top all these years. 


Diane had snapped a photo of Ivy on my shoulders reaching 
to pick an apple from a tree. It was her second birthday, and 
a day lI’d never forget, just as I’d never forget this day. 


| opened the small fridge next to my desk and removed the 
bottle of Dom Pérignon | had been saving for this exact 
moment. | pulled the flutes from the fridge, and went back 
to our dining room to join in the celebration. 


It was the forest which had provided for us all these years. 
“Put your trust in nature,” my grandfather once told me, and 
| always had. Just a few months before Ivy was conceived | 
was on the brink of losing everything, but it was nature who 
stepped in and saved me...with a tremendous amount of 
help from Diane. Okay, it was totally Diane that saved the 
business, and me. 


And today that one single piece of paper, made from trees 
somewhere in this beautiful country, had delivered again. 


| smiled for what my grandfather had once told me as a little 
boy and mouthed a “thank you” to him. 


The group hug was still continuing in the kitchen when | 
returned, allowing me to sneak in and pop the cork. Our 
little girl may only be seventeen, but soon she’d be her own 
woman and | didn’t see any problem with a small sip of 
champagne in our home to celebrate what she’d worked her 
entire life to achieve. 


| poured her a glass and placed it on the table, before 
joining my family in our group hug. Just like those words my 
grandfather had said to me all those years ago, this was one 
moment | was going to remember forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Diane 
“She did it,” | said. 
“We did it,” Jack said. 
“We sure did,” | said squeezing his hand even tighter. 


The kids were back at the house eating cake and playing 
games in celebration of their sister’s accomplishment. Jack 
had insisted we step out for a quick walk. 


He wouldn’t tell me where we were going, but | already 
knew. | knew him almost better than he knew himself, just 
as he knew me. 


We reached the clearing and he stopped to look at what we 
came to see, before turning to me and smiling. 


“Remember that day?” 
“How could | ever forget?” 


“Remember how careful she was to plant it in a place where 
it could get enough sun and water, and have the best 
chance to grow big and tall?” 


“Exactly as she did with her own life.” 
“She sure is a go-getter, isn’t she?” 
“One-of-a-kind, kind of kid.” 

“Just like her mother,” he said. 


| reached in and wrapped Jack up in a hug, as we just stood 
there staring at that oak tree. That tree that had grown from 


the little acorn that Ivy planted on her first day of school. It 
was a tradition we kept with all our kids. 


“So | guess the business is still ours,” Jack said. 


| laughed. “At least for another four years,” | said. “You 
know what?” 


“What’s that?” 

“I'm kind of glad actually.” 

“Me too.” 

“You mean you’re not getting tired of me?” 


“Never in a million, billion, gazillion years,” he said, hugging 
me even tighter. 


“Nor me of you.” 

A moment of silence passed as we just stared at that oak. 
“You know what?” Jack said. 

“What’s that?” 

“We haven’t planted one of those in a long, long time.” 


| raised an eyebrow. “Of course not. We haven’t had any 
kids in a long, long time.” 


Jack raised his eyebrows up and down in rapid succession as 
his hands drifted lower onto my butt, squeezing tight. 


“Wait a minute, buster” 
“We can always welcome a new addition.” 


“Jack!” | said, slapping him playfully on the arm, before 
bursting out laughing. “Wasn’t Jack and Diane enough for 


you? We have our perfect John Mellencamp setup and now 
you want to go switching to New Edition?” 


“| said new addition, not New Edition,” he said. “But you 
know, | always did like listening to R&B.” 


“What in the world are you talking about?” | smiled. 
“Secret obsession you know.” 

“Oh really?” 

“Okay, not really. | only have one secret obsession.” 

“And what might that be?” 

“You girl!” 

“Aww, thank you, honey,” | said, hugging him tightly again. 
“But that’s not so secret, | guess.” 


“And I’m no spring chicken anymore, but thanks for calling 
me girl. Made me feel young again.” 


“You are young.” 
“Compared to you,” | teased. 


“Very funny,” he said trying to hold back his laughter, but 
not being able to. “But you'll always be a girl to me.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“You're just so youthful, and beautiful. You haven’t aged one 
bit.” 


“Thank you, but I know that’s not true.” 


“To me it is. You’re just as beautiful as you’ve always been, 
and to be honest, even more so.” 


“More beautiful as | age? Come on.” 


“Really. Not only physically, but you gave us a family, and 
nothing is more beautiful than that.” 


| felt the rush of emotion overtake my whole body. “Maybe 
one thing,” | said. 


“Impossible.” 


“Possible. A husband who loves me and supports me and 
tells this mother of five that she’s still got it.” 


“Always. And so much so that | think it’s time for six,” he 
said, leaning down to kiss me on the lips. 


As we kissed my mind flashed back to that day | decided to 
go see him about that help wanted ad he was running in the 
local paper It wasn’t a job that | wanted...it was him. And | 
got him, and it was everything | thought it would be and 
more. 


“| love you beautiful,” he said. 
“| love you,” | said. 


“Now let’s get back in there and teach those youngsters how 
to really play checkers!” he said. 


“Race yal” | said letting go of him and taking off for the 
house. 


| took advantage of my head start and had the early lead, 
but it wasn’t about beating him, it was about winning 
together. 


| turned around and over my shoulder | saw him coming for 
me with a giant smile on his face. He always had my back, 
and always would. And that was one of the many reasons 
he’d always have my heart. 
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